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Author's Notes: 
Some lunacy with a vomit inducing fluffy ending! 


Duff feels lousy. Lousy like someone shoved him face first into a giant bucket of sludge and held him down 
until his sinuses got all clogged up and his head throbbed and his throat got scratchy and all he wants to do 


now is lie down in a darkened room and maybe die. 


He's trudging home since his truck decided to get in on the act by packing the fuck in because he hasn't had it 
serviced in like, four years and why the fuck does he have to work so far from home anyway? And why is it 


raining? It never rains when he doesn't feel like shit. 
Christ! He needs to stop this downward train of thought before he ends up face down in a ditch somewhere. 
Twelve years after he leaves the restaurant, he finally reaches home. All he has to do now is get inside, sneak 


upstairs, down some painkillers, crawl into bed and pass out. And hopefully avoid his house mates in the 


process. 


Easier said than done. 

Axl's in the hallway. Just sitting on the bottom step of the stairs, arms folded, staring straight ahead of him, 
doing nothing. Duff knows he should at least ask why Axl has decided to take up residence on the stairs and do 
nothing but he just can't be assed. Instead, he croaks out a, "Hey," and tries to get past him. 


"You ok, Duff?" Axl asks, peering up at him with a slightly concerned expression. "Cos you look like crap!" he 
adds. 


"Thanks for pointing that out!" Duff snarks nasally and then sniffs hard as the goo clogging his nose decides it 


wants out. "Fuck!" he enunciates miserably and hangs his head. 


Axl is not the most comforting of people in the normal run of events and even less so when one of his friends 


is sick Still, it's Duff so he squares his shoulders and makes an effort. 
"There, there," he coos as he stands up and pats Duff gently on the back, "ever so there, there." 
"What the fuck does that mean?" Duff asks incredulously and Axl stares at him. 


‘lm trying to make you feel better, you ungrateful prick!" he yells and is chastened when Duff winces at the 


noise. 
"Sorry," he offers and takes him by the hand. "C'mon. You need to be in bed" 


Duff allows himself to be lead upstairs to his room. He crawls into bed fully clothed, pulls a blanket over 


himself and waits for Axl to close the door on his way out. 


Except he doesn't. Instead, he starts tucking Duff in. Tight. So tightly in fact, that in a matter of seconds, the 


bassist is glued to the bed and incapable of any movement. 


"Stay here!" Axl commands, "I'll get you some water and a couple of painkillers!" and he dashes off, pounding 


down the stairs to the kitchen and yanking open all the cupboards on a mad medication finding mission. 

"Stay here!" thinks Duff. "Stay here! Where the fuck does he think I'm gonna go when | can't move a fuckin’ 
inch in any direction!" and he struggles around vainly, stopping when he hears the front door opening and Slash 
yelling his usual, "Yo, shitheadsl" greeting. 

"Im in the kitchen!" he hears Axl rejoin "Duff is sick! He needs pills! Come help me!" 


‘Oh, shit!" Duff groans internally and gives up trying to free himself. 


Moments later, Axl and Slash bound up the stairs and into his room. 


"Holy fuck! You look like crap!" Slash exclaims as he sits on the bed next to him. 


‘Seriously, you both need to stop comparing me to faeces," Duff says disgruntedly. "Just loosen the blankets, 
gimme the pills and then go away!" 


Slash giggles, climbs off the bed and untucks the blankets. Then he puts a firm hand to Duff's forehead. 
"You're running a fever," he announces gravely. "I'll open the window, let some air in 
He totters to the window and then begins a titanic struggle with the lock that hasn't opened in eons. 


"Stupid fuckin’ thing," he mutters, tugging and pulling and generally assaulting it in a manner that seems only to 
lock it harder. 


"Here," says Axl, handing Duff two white pills and a cup of brown water, "take these. | don't know what they 


are but they can't make you feel much worse, right?" 
Duff sighs and dry swallows the pills, refusing the water politely. 


Slash is still fighting with the window, his normally placid features twisted into a violent grimace of anger and 


impatience. 
Axl decides to help him out. 


The noise they're making is quite incredible. Incredible enough to rouse Steven, who has spent the last three 
days sleeping off an epic night out. 


He pulls on a pair of jeans and trips his way to Duffs room. 
"What's goin’ on?" he asks with a yawn as he glances around. "Why are you guys beating up the window?" 


"Duff's sick. He has a fever and needs air. Fuckin’ window won't open!" Slash yells informatively and pushes Axl 


out of his way. 


Axl pushes him back And then slaps him. Slash slaps him back and the two alternate between attacking the 


window and each other. 
"You're sick? What kind of sick? Is it something you ate? Are you bleeding? Are you in pain? Is it your 
appendix? Or a brain tumour? Oh, God! Do you need a doctor? Should | call an ambulance? Are you going to 


die? Don't die, Duff! Please don't die!" Steven cries hysterically as he throws himself bodily onto the bed. 


"Don't die on me!" he yells dramatically, grabbing a clearly terrified Duff by the shoulders and shaking him 


wildly. "Don't you dare fucking die on mel | love you, man! Hold on! Stay away from the light! DO NOT GO INTO 
THE LIGHT!" he screams and then he begins sobbing loudly, adding to the cacophony being made by Axl and 
Slash as they continue wildly assaulting both each other and the window. 

"What the ever loving fuck is going on here?" comes a bewildered voice from the doorway. 

Slash, Axl and Steven turn to find Izzy staring at them open mouthed 

"Izzy! Thank fuck you're here! Duff's dying!" Steven wails. 

"The window won't open!" Slash screeches. 

"Slash is a fucking bastard!" Axl screams. 

Izzy stares some more and then cocks an eyebrow as he turns his head to look at Duff 


"Are you ok?" he asks, eyeing the others warily. 


"No!" Duff says, "but battering a window and telling me not to go into a fucking light | can't see is apparently 


more pressing for these morons. Can you get rid of them? Please?" 
Izzy nods. 
"You heard him! Get out. All of you. Now!" he commands sharply. 


Slash and Axl huff in an extremely insulted manner and then march smartly out of the room, each giving Izzy 


a one fingered salute as they go. He returns the gesture with two fingers of his own. 


"Don't let him die, Izzy!" Steven implores as he climbs off the bed and peers down at Duff. "He looks like shit!" 


he adds as he bends down and envelops his sick and bewildered friend in a one armed hug. 
"Get off me!” Duff whimpers. "Please get off me!" 
Izzy grabs Steven by the elbow and steers him out of the room, closing the door behind him with a loud slam. 


"LOCK IT!" Duff yells frantically, sitting up and pointing at the door as stress and fever induced sweat drips 


down his forehead. "Lock it and get a gun in case they come back!" 
"IFs ok," Izzy says soothingly. "They're gone and | won't let ‘em back in. Whats wrong with you?" he asks. 
Duff shrugs and sniffs dejectedly. 


"Just a stupid fuckin’ head cold," he replies wearily, pulling the blankets around his shivering frame. "I'm really 


tired, Iz. | just wanna sleep, is all." 
Izzy approaches the bed and gently brushes strands of sweat damp hair from Duff's fever bright eyes. 


"You really don't look good, baby," he murmurs softly as he toes off his boots and slips under the covers, 
wrapping both of his arms around Duff and pressing a gentle kiss to his forehead. 


"Thanks for not comparing me to a steaming pile of crap," Duff answers sleepily as he snuggles into the warm 


embrace. 
"Like I'd ever do such a thing!" Izzy snorts to a snicker from his boyfriend. "Love you," he whispers gently. 


‘Love you too," Duff murmurs before finally falling asleep. 


